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Swensen: from <em>Post Script</em>

Russel Swensen

from Post Script
Tell me how love happens at all. Not why it doesn’t last or what goes wrong.
Tell me how tenderness, tell me what it is. I know she tried. God knows why.
was such an unregenerate son of a bitch. I made her cry. While I dragged my car
through an entire line of cars near Runyon Canyon. I hit so many cars that night.
She was shaking. It was a night like any other. Sad little trees grew in me and
turned black. Someone needs to take them to the curb. Someone needs to get
rid of the trees. I keep finding the bodies of squirrels and I’m responsible. They
lie pitted and strange in the public parks. I notice them now. But I never noticed
anyone hurting all the squirrels. I’m going on record as saying this is all related.
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That the sound of chimes is a black sound. That it is the wind begging you to
miss it. That the gasp is music. And people want to think silence is music. That
absence sings. It’s silly. It’s not true. But the desire persists. At the Chalet, she
told me “all we have is now.” Drew it on a napkin. Would you like to see the stick
figures or my resemblance to them. In the drawing she made of her band I was
the x’s flying off the drums. I was the noise. The disturbance. The discordant
what now motherfucker. Would you like to see the teddy bear she bought me with
eyes the color of glue. He was a dead teddy bear. He carried his heart in a burlap
sack and held a black rose. Reader, would you like to hold it
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